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SCENE, The Street befor Sir Timo- 
thy *; Hloufe, Enter Toby diſguis d like 
an Exchange Girl vith a Band box. 


T 0 BT. 
EL I, of all the croſs-prain'd 
old Fellows breathing, my Ma- 
ſter's Miſtreſſes Father is one of 


| 
l \ 
j 


the moſt hard to be dealt withal ; and 
therefore tis for a Man of my Parts to ſuc- 
ceed in an Affair that has baffled-the Wit 


2 The Walking Statue: Or, 
of all my Fellow-Servants. I perſwad- 
ed him, before he try'd his own Skill, to 
make of mine, and PII warrant Pll 
get the Letter to the Lady's Hands, if 
once I come near enough to touch em. 
I have a ſtrange Inclination to Woman- 
Hunting ever ſince 1 clamber'd over the 
Houſe-top, and got to Bed to Mal at the 
next Door, through the Garret- Window. 


Stay, this is the Houſe, let me fee, I 


think I am Woman enough in the low- 


er Parts, and I am ſure my. upper won't 


fail me. I have Braſs enough in my 


Face, and Depth enough in my Conſci- 
- ence to be really what I look to be-—— 


an Exchange Girl, Ifakins, 1 knock, 
come on't what will; I am ſure I am 
ſaſe enough in this Dreſs, for tho? tis no 
new thing to find a Knave in Petticoats, 
tis an immodeſt and an unlawful thing 
to look for him there. 
[ He knocks, and Sir Timothy /ooks 
ont at the Window. 
Sir Tim. Who's at the Door ? 
Toby. *Ti81. | 
Sir Tim. Tis I, who's I? What's your 
BARS: > Ss 
Toby. I would ſpeak with Madam Leo- 
nora, Sir Timothy Jough's Daughter. 
Sir Tim. In what Language would you 
ſpeak with her ? 
T5. In what 
eld Engliſop. 


„„ 


Language? Why in good 
Sir Tim. 
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as Sir Tim, Good Exgliſþ\ I'd have 
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1 you to know you mult ſpeak good plain 


; Engliſb, if you talk with my Daughter. 

Z Toby. Is your Worſhip Sir Timothy Tough 

his own ſelf then? | | 
Sir Tim. I am the Man. | ; 
Toby. I. beg your Worſhip's pardon, I 1 

come from Mes. Stitch in the New-Exchange, 

po pleaſe you, Sir, and have brought home 

a new Head for the young Lady. 
FF Sir Tim. Wait, Maiden, you ſhall have 


Admittance- = 

[He goes from the Window. 

Toby. Rare Fortune, Ifaith! Well, I muſt 

| needs ſay in my own Commendation, tis 
| not every Body's Talent to manage a thing 

diſcreetly. What will this Maſter of mine 
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owe me for ſo great a Service as I ſhall 

+ certainly do him ? When a Man has 
| good luck among Women, they ſay he 
was born under Caper- corn, I think they 
call it; and I ſhall go near to prove that 
Caper. cor my Maſter's beſt Planet. Adſme, 
1 hear em opening the Door, now for it. 
[The Door opens, and enter Sir Timothy 
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r mh « ne and two Ger. 
vants with Gans and Buff Belts. 
- 4 Bleſs my Heart, what Figures are 


Sir Tim, Houſwife ! I ſuſpe&t you for 

a wicked Hypocritical defigning Perſon, 
that has a felonious intention to corrupt 
the Obedience of my Daughter, and, left 
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vou ſhould have more Rogues in Ambuſh, 


your Buſineſs is with the 


1 iffte arm'd, to deſend the Honour of my 
7. What are you? I fay what are 


you * 
Toby 
TI never did you any harm in my Life, Sir 
Oh! oh! loving Sir, have Mercy upon me 
dear Sir, for the fake of my ſpotleſs Vir- 
[Raus bebindSir Timothy, who pre- 
is Blunderbuſs againſt one of his own Ser- 
Vans. 


S# Tim. What are you? Speak or you die. 
1 Sex, Slife Sir, don't ſhoot me, I'm Robin. 
Sir Tim. Adio, a bad miſtake! I am dim- 
ſighted truly; but where is the Whore, the 
Bawd? I know what fort of a Shop ſhe 


keeps, by hanging out the Sign of a Band- 


box. What do you do behind, Houſewife ? 
/ Foreparts. Horry, 
Robin, preſent with me thus, and when I 


ſpeak the Word, give Fire. [They all preſent 


WOT their Pieces at Toby. 
Toby. Oh dear Gentlemen, ſpare me, ſpare 


me, good Gentlemen, don't ſhoot me, and 


Sir Tim. In the firſt place, as you hope to 
preſerve that abominable Life of yours, 
anſwer me the Truth, and nothing but the 
Truth, whence come you? 
Toby. From the Exchange, an't pleaſe you. 
Sir Tim. What buſineſs had you? 
Toby. The Exchange, Sir. 
Sir Tim- And what are you ? Jilt, ſpeak 


preſently, what are you? | Toby, 


Oh, dear Sir! what do you mean? 


Fliltell you all. u kneebs. 


* 


Fambliag in the Band- box, Toby ſteals 0, 


my band- box, Sir. 


Toby. TheNew-Exchange in the Strand Sir- 


Sir Tim. What are you the Ven- Exchange? 


'Slife, ſpeak ſenſe or you die, I don't thank 


the Tone of your Voice treble enough for 


a Whore, and therefore you muſt be a 


Rogue, Sirrah. W 
Toby. The Wer e indeed, Sir. 
Sir Tim. Sirrah, tell me truly what Sex 


you are of, Sirrab? 
Toby. The Exchenge, upon my Word, Sir. 


Sir Tim. Is the Exchange your Sex, Rogue? 


Are you a Man, or a Whore, Sirrah ? 
Toby. About the middle of the Inner Walk 


=_ 1 hy . 
Sir Tim. Adslife, Robin, nate ready. 
Toby. Oh! oh! ſpare my Life, and take 

Sir Tim. Give it me, you Whore. _ 

Toby. Pm no Whore, upon my Honour, 

Sir, I am but Squire Sprighth's Rogue Toby, 


make the worſt of me. Wou'd I were buried 


6 Foot deep in my Maſter's Dunghil. [ 4fide. 
[SirTim. opens the Band-box, and finds a Letter. 
Sir Tim: Let's ſee, what's here, a Letter? 
Oh, Rogue! here, Ferry, Robin, rifle the 
Ribons, and ſee if there's never another 
Snake in the Fools Graſs. What's here, Pats 
on 4 pair of Spectacles.] To the lovely Hands 


of the engaging Leonara Fool, Afs, ad- 


_ zooks this Fellow makes love like an Oxford 


Scholar. PN open the Seal. [ He breaks o- 
pen the Letter, and while the two Fellows are 


n 4 8 4 fs | 
Kb” io i | ; * 4 
| IM YE. a... 6 
de Devil ia the Nine · Cella. 3 


. * ö PA. wr | T4 4 h 30 > = = , 
+- ”% . 4h * 
- 4 
AY 9 28 9 : 
** + » > ; : 


* 
* 


6 TheWdkig Stam: Or, 


IJ. 
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Toby. Timor adds Wing as. [ He raxs of. 


Str Tim. [Reaaing.] After many vain En- 

yours to get a Letter to your Hands, the 
truſty Toby h R 
ſo In — Ha ! where is he? 


1 Ser, An't pleaſe your Worſhip, I believe 


he got off wle we were rummaging the 


band- box. . | 
Sir Tim. Pll rummage you, you careleſs 

Raſcals; ll teach you to plunder before you 
have ſecur'd the Enemy, you Dogs you. 
[He beats em with the Blunderbaſs off the ge. 


* . 


S C E N E changes to Sprightly s Houſe: 
Sprightly and Toby. 


_ Spright. Nay, Faith, Toy, I pitty thee with 
all my Heart; but thou may ſt make a mo- 


ral uſe of this unlucky Accident, and learn 


to believe thy ſelf no wifer than other 
People. Go, lay aſide the Woman, and 
and take up the Statue; all things are now 


ready for the laſt Trial, and it ſhall be 


put in Execution this very Evening. 

Tah, Truly, Sir, if your Worſhip pleaſ- 
es, I had rather be the Carver's Man, than 
the Statue; for if the old Knight ſhou'd 
find out a Trick, my Diſguiſe wou'd be 
ſo heavy that I cowd not run away, and 


he might chance to ſhoot me thro” the 


Head with his Blunderbufs. 

Spright- Piſh! Fool! you know he's fo 
purblind he can ſcarce ſee. 

wy Toby. 


undertook. Oh Rbgue, did you 


Tb Devil in the Wine-Cellar, 5 
Toby. Ay, but if he can't ſee, he can 
feel tho'; and, Sir, if he ſhould happen 
to tickle my Sides, I ſhowd burſt out a 
laughing, and diſcover all. 
Sprieht. It's impoſſible he ſhou'd ſu- 
ſpect thee · I faw the Statue at the Stone- 
— 4. 9 * = - old C_ 
expects it to rought home every day; 
My painted Canvas - exactly copied From 
the Original, and the Pedeftal *tis to be 
plac'd on in the Hall is fo high, that he 
Won't be able to reach your Sides; or if 
he did, the Daub is ſo hard and fo thick, 
twou'd deceive a nicer Touch than his 
Tl warrant thee. But are the Fellows 
at hand, who are to be concern'd in the 
r EE: 
Toby. They are all drinking at the next 
Ale-houſe, and the Gentleman who is to 
act the Statue inſtead of me, Sir, is a Man 
every Inch of him. He married a Wo- 
man who had beat ſix Husbands to death 
with the But - ends of their own Muskets, 
and in three Nights time made the wild 
Beaſt fo very tame, Sir, that ſhe fawns 
upon him like a Spaniel Bitch when ſhe's 
afraid of a Kicking. 
Spright. Thou halt choſe an odd fort of a 
Simile, Toby ; hut hark! fame body knocks; 
Go, ſee who it is. — 
Toby goes out, and re-enters with Cuttum- 
Toby. An't pleaſe your Worthip, this is 
rhe Gentleman we were difcourſing about. 
_—— Spriakt. 
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Spright. May I know your Name, Sir ? 
Cuttum, I am vulgarly known by the 


Name of Corporal Cattum; I have been a 


Soldier from my Cradle, and a Cuckold 


from my Marriage-Bed, Sir: I have run 


thro? all the Mazes of Fortune, but cou'd 
ne'r lay hold of the Gypſie: I believe Im 
too honeſt to be proſperous in this Age 
and if I live much longer, I ſhall be too 
old to be lav]. 1 wou'd gladly make 
ſome uſe of my time, Sir; for I have late- 
ly learn'd to remember, that I come of a 
Race ſo much the Reverſe of my way of 
living hitherto, that egad—if 1 continue 


honeſt much longer, I ſhall be the only 


Fool of my Family | 
Spright. Pray, Mr. Cuttum, what Coun- 
try are you of? 
 Cattum. Why, Sir, to tell you the plain 
Truth, there is no Country will own us, 
and we own no Country ; we ſhould be 
French by our Air, and Spenizras by our 
ſteps, Sir; but a parcel of ſcoundrel Rogues 
about Town will needs have the Cutiams 
to be an / iſb Family, for no other Reaſon 
egad, than the reach of their affurance. 
Sprizbt. Have you no Friends in Town 
to apply to? f 
Cat. Yes, Sir, there's a Relation of mine 


generally known about Town; he's a kind 
of a Wit, and has writ Plays; but he has 


an odd Humour, that makes him incapa- 
ble of ſerving a Kinſman. 
orig hi. 
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Spright. What Humour is that, pray? 

Car. Why, Sir, he has been ſo fond of 
fathering Strangers Children, that he ſcarce 
knows how to look upon the Son of a poor 
Relation. 

Spright, Well, Mr. Cattum, you are a 


merry Fellow; you know the task and the 
reward deſign'd you, I ſuppoſe- 


Cat. My worthy Friend, Mr- Toby here, 
has inform'd me at large; and I am ready 


dertake an action of greater difficulty up- 
on a leſs temptation. 

Sprighe. J aſſure you you have heard the 
utmoſt of your danger; come the worſt to 
the worſt tis but a beating, and that I 
preſume you could bear with Reſolution. 

Cat. Am I a Cattum, and do you ask 
that Queſtion ? '{life, Sir! bear a beat- 
ing? Why, there's not a Brauch ot 
our Family, but has Patience enough that 
way for an informing Conſtable, Bailift's 
follower, Female Tatler, or Marſhal of 


France, egad. 


Sprizht. That's well; I think all things 
are now in a readineſs, we'll go in, and 
about it prefently. But heark'e, Toby, is 
your diiguife come home yet? 

Toby. Four acurs ago, Sir--- But now you 
talk of a Diſzuile, am I to be a Jew, or a 
Gentile ? 

Syrig bt. Ohl a Jew by all means. Come 
along Mr. Corporal; while you are getting 


to prove with how much Zeal I would un- 
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ready I'll inſtruct you what to ſay to the 
Lady, for the ill Succeſs of my laſt Let- 
ter forbids me all Thoughts of ſending a- 
nother. 

Toby. Well! o'my Conſcience, my Ma- 
ſer is the firſt that ever went about to ſend 
a Meſſage by a Stone Porter [They go in. 


SCENE, Si Timothy's Houſe ; Sir Tim. + 
2d Leonora. 


— 


Sir Tim. Sbud, don't tell me of my Pro- 
miſe; ask any Stateſman in Chriſtendom, 
if Promiſes are Chains on a wiſe Man's 

Will. ?Tis true, I told the young Fool 
Sprightly he ſhould have you, but that was 

when no Body of a better Eſtate was of his 

Mind, Girl. 

Leon. The ties of Duty, Sir, firſt led me 

to encourage Mr. Spriglih's Addreſſes, in 
obedience to your Commands; and now 

the ties of Honour forbid me to wrong a 

Man who ſo ſincerely loves me. 

Sir Tim. I gave him my word, that if 

he could outwit me, he ſhould keep what 

he got, with my good Will, and a good 
Fortune; but alas, poor young Fool, his 
Birdlime is no better than Chaff, and an WW 
old Fowl is too wiſe to be taken by it. I 
have defeated five or ſix of his Projects al- 
ready ; and if he comes within the reach 

of my Bluaderbuts, have at him, by Sir 
Jeremy. | 


Lem 


| 


Lean. Oh, Sir, you are the moſt barbas 
rous of Fathers! and have contrived this 
ſureſt way to make me miſerable. 

Sir Tim. Goodnow, Goodnow, pretty 
Turtle-Dove; how naturally it mourns the 
loſs of its Mate: Come, come, tis juſt 
your Sex ſhould ſhare a little in the Sorrow 


Ser. Sir, here's a Man without has 
brought home a great Stone Thing, that 
looks like the Great Turk, Sir. 

Sir Tim. How | the Statue! bring him 
in, bring him in, Sirrah- [Exit Ser. 

Leon. Sir, you are likely to talk of what 
I don't underitand, and if you pleaſe Pl 
retire to my Chamber. | 

Sir Tum. No, no, pray ftay, Daughter; 
Pll warrant you, if Sprightly was coming 
inſtead of the Statue, you would not bein 
ſuch haſte to be gone; but you Women 
never care much for a Man of Marble 

Leon. I am all Obedience, Sir. [She turns 

her Back upon the Door, and leans penſive- 


ty againſt the lang ings. 


Re. enter the Servant with Toby __ like 
ort Cloak, 
followed 


« Jew, with great Whickers and a 
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| followed by four Men bearing in 4 Frame up- 
on which ſtands Corporal Cuttum is the Po- 
ſture of 4 Statue. 
Toby- Save you, Sir have a care, have 
a care, gently, gently, I fay,—Sir, Mr. 
Chiſſe! has ſent home your Statue, Sir, and 
where would you pleaſe it ſhould be ſet ? 
Have a care, I ſay, gently, gently. 
Sir Tim. Stay, let me put on my Spe- 
ctacles, and I'll tell you preſently--Humph, 
who are you, Sir? 
Toby. I am by Profeſſion a Statuary, by 
Country a Portagueſe, but brought up in 
England; by Quality a Foreman, alias a 
Journeyman, and by Religion a Jew, Sir. 
Sir Tim. A Jew ! adzooks, what have 
you todo ina Chriſtian Country, Sirrah ? 
Toby. Ha, ha, you are pleas'd to be mer- 
ry, Sir! But where muſt the Statue be pla- 
ced, an't pleaſe you? 
Sir Tim. Plac'd ? [ Aſide.] Egad I don't 
like this Fellow, he ſays he's a Jew, but he 
looks like a Philiſtin. * 
Tay. Set him down there, gently, gent- 
ly, be careful how you place him, pray, Gen- 
ilemen- So, now he ſtands right; go ſtay 
without till Icome to you. [Exit Bearers. 
Sir Tim. Let me ſee how this Statue looks 
Ads my Life, a pretty piece of Workman- 
imip truly: But pray, Friend, why did not 
Mr. CHiſſel come himſelf? Am I fo bad a 
Cuſtomer that he muſt ſend Servants to do 
my Buſineſs ? Nay, and Heathen Servants 
too! Toby. 
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Toby. Your Worſhip, I perceive, is a fa- 
cetious old Gentleman. But my Maſter, 
an't pleaſe you, is fick a preſent. 

Sir Tim. Old Gentleman! Sirrah! Is that 
your Hebrew Breeding! Get out of my 
Houſe, you Rogue! that Levitical Face of 
thine ſtirs up my Indignation. 

Toby. I beg your parden heartily, if I 
have ſaid any thing that offends you, Sir; 
but pray don't be in a Paſſion for nothing; 
is not the Work done as you expected it? 
All the while Sir Tim. is talking with Toby, 

Cuttum makes whimſical Motions from the 

T able to Leonora, who leans penſidely, and 

dan t obſerve him. e 

Sir Tim. Ex pected it, Sirrah ! I did not 


expect to have the Figure to be ſent home 


by a Rogue of a Jew, Sirrah! Let me look 
all round the piece, egad, tis 10 to 1 but the 


ſuperſtitious Dog has circumcis'd my Statue. 


Toby. Ha, ha, ha, ha. 3 

Sir Tim. Villain, Raſcal, what, am I to 
be laughed at to my Face? 

Toby. Ha, ha, ha, you muſt excuſe me, Sir, 


5 ha, ha, ha, I vow you are the pleaſant'ſt Gen- 


tleman of your age that ever I met with. 
Sir Tim. Again at my age, Sirrah; here, 

Rob in, Jonathan, quickly, bring me my Blun- 

derbuſs. Sirrah, get out of my Houle, or 


PII break off a Limb of the Statue, and 


knock out your Brains with it. [He runs to 
pull off one of the Statue's Legs, and Cut- 
ram kicks him domm backward with the other. 
Toby, 


3 = 
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Toby. *Slife! aWs out: ll make off while 
& —_ H. . 
FZir Tin. Rogues er! help! Dogs 
Murder! Murder 3 Wn 

Leon. Heav'ns, Sir! what's the Matter? 
Sir Tim. Matter 
= ſee what's the Matter ? That long 

rded Rogue of a Jew has affronted me 
to my Face, and beat out my Teeth behind 
my Back. Rogues! Robin, Harry, Jonathan, 
what, muſt 1 be murder'd, and no body 
come in to my aſſiſtance. 


[He runs out calling the Servants. | 


Cat. Tam glad he's gone, tor my Heart 
_ ak*dplaguily when he came to pull my Leg 
of. Tis a lucky Miſtake that he thinks To- 
by ftruek him; bur I'll take this Opportuni- 
ty to ſpeak to the Lady. Madam--- Madam-- 
He leaps down, and ſtalks towards Leon. who 
turns, andſbrieks at his approaching her. 
Leon. Oh! Heav'ns, what's here | Ghoſts ! 
Spirits! Devils! ah! help! help! help! 
Cat, Nay, now we are all undone, and e- 
gad! if you die a Maid, 'tis no more than 
you deſerve for your damn'd unſeaſonable 
ſqueaking. [ He runs to the Table, and with 
much do gets up, and ſt anas in his old Poſtare ; 
bat for haſte miſt ales, and puts the wrong Leg 
forward. | 


Jean. Ah me! Ifesrovlate this is a Trick 


of Sprightly's. 
Enter Sir Timothy, 424 his Sertrants. 
Oh! Sir! I was half trighted, but beg your 


pardon 
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SCENE Ages - Coort-nw — eWellin 
| it. Emer Toby frighted. 

Toby. Her bave I Lab) about this 
quarter of an hour; and can find no means 
to reach the Door, without b diſcover'd 
by ſome of the old Felow's 
watchers ; and, if I ſtay bete much longer, 


ticoats tor Toby, if this be the Effect of fol- 
lowing them. What ſhall I do? let me 
think alietle——adsbobs I have it, I have 
an old black Mask in my Pocket with 
Horns upen it, Pll tie it on, and creep 
down into y Well, pa. like a dry 
one; or if I am drown's, "tis a better 
Death than to be drubb'd to > DeſtruQtion--- 


I'll lie quietly all Night, and in the Morn- 


ing bolt thro the Door in my Vizoc and 
black 3— it may fo been _ 


the danger will de equal. A Fox take et- 


aidenhead- 


| 


E rrgerz. g. 


„O ener eee SSBB. 


R 


Wire 


— 
„ —— . — CL EET EOS 


* C * - _ . = * "I 3 * 1 4 K 5 * - 
> ; 0 oo : -—_ N C e . 2 Q 1 1 al N * I 4 3 P = 
. 1 * * : : D ” : FR —_ * — * 

. * Wy Ss N * : 
* 0 CO, * wy 7 
— 1 . , 4 "9 

|; 5 3 f 5 

* 8 a : 
»- o « „ 
8 « > 'S . * 


Pll tis on the Mask when Pm fafe at 
bottom. So now for it, Neck or nothin 


their Retreat. 


as a Reward fcr your Valour. 


My Daughter is afraid of a Reprof, and is 


the Rogues will take me for the Devil 
that they ſay walks in this Neighbour- 
hood, and giv free Paſſage But firſt, 


down Cloaky if the Well be 
than ordinary, 


i 
may be fure to all; 


as the Proverb fays. [Fj throws down bis \ 
ES Cloak, and gets into the Well, | 


Roventer Six Timothy, and the Servants with 
W Sent, Sauer, Kc. 
Rr 2 bave though — 
the four Rogues who brought in that 
2 W waited fo cun- 
ningly to carry him in upon OCCa- 
ſion? Adzooks but we "Wont them in 
Go, ye Rogues, get ye in- 
rothe Cellar, and drink your ſelves drunk, 


- [The Servants go out bowias, 
Well, after all, this Sprighth is a brave bold 
Fellow, and deſer ves the Baggage heartily ; 
for I never could imagine till now, that a- 
ny Woman in the World was worth a 
Man's venturing a knock on the Pate for. 


crept ſilently into her Cloſet. I'll not di- 
ſturb her till Morning, but go write an 
Account of this Nights Works to her good 
old Grandmother in the Country. 
ZE [He goet cut. 
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SCENE changes to «Cellar, with « Wichet 
' i the front Scene, end erh the Ser- 
vents fitting round « N, drinking 
SA dogett Thing haors eohfies. 
ax 8. Pres, 
Learning is delow Men of — Edu- 
cation, aud Scandal you know is ta 


upon us the Converſation of our Betters. 
3S&- Why faith, ſince we have leave to 


be inerry, honeſt Themes had belt give us 2 
* 2228 

f my own making. 
1 Ser, Of eby making 


man turn Poet 3 
2 Ser. A Footman turn Poet! ay, Sir; 
why not? Since the Peots have met with 
Footmen's 
taken up the Poets Pr 

3 Ser; But how can a Fellow wi 
Learning, Brother Thomas, be Maſter of that 
feeling,touching way that the Poets talk of ? 
28 Ser. Pugh, Fool, the Art of Poetry is 


the Gift of Nature, and *twould be no new 


thing to tell the World, that there's man 
2 Footman can touch, and move, and feel, 
and ſtir up the Paſſions with the belt Poet in 
Chriftendora, But liſten to the Song, Boys. 
„ö ᷑ EE © SC 
4! Ser. Rarely ſung, Ifanh Thomas. 


3 Ser. 


, what Subject ſhall we be 


. What, 2 Foot- 


t. Footmen have 
thout 
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2 and the Servant, going to + change the 


2er. Se Reg, By, the Be + 
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83 n 
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2 Ser. en dv phac K. ſo 


black led I, 2 


7 


Bottle, ftir gain ainſt his Forehead. 
2 Ser. Ah! the Devil, the Devil. 1 
.* the Bottle, aud rens backward. He 
x Ser. "_ therely the Devil in good 


Toh: Rogues Thieves, TI be among 
N. tumbles — into the Calla. 


Alb Het help! the Devil, the Dev 
4 Bu Ry Ra — 


hurry out headlang, and Toby Ster em. 


The SCENE changes to the Hell. Euter 
FSi Timothy with bis Blanderbaſs. 


Sir Time. Here, Herry, Themes Jonathan, 
where are you? e 
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"Sas: Her dy NN 
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Enter Servants 
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r L ive Neil / 
F The Pops db — 


4 
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L 5 
— — Devil. 
bob, wou d ke had been impudent 


to have come into m 1＋ d 2 
Berik him with a—-Slife, I 


s e 
crying out 43 before. 

Te. Well, better luck now I'm 
a Devil, hen Thad hen T was a Woman; 
and 13 Wags would from dens 
take occaſion to ſwear that the Devil is the 
leaſt of the two Evil. Bur Lhave no time 
to be witty at preſent. I ſee the Street 
Door open, and will lay hold on the Op- 
portunity- LH goes ont. 
Re- enter Sir Timothy, and and the Servants, | 


Sir Tim. Is he gone 
2 Ser. I think the. Cook is clear at x 


[Theycome forwards. 


'Thankf- 


Sir Tize. I'll ordain a Yearly- 


giving to be kept on this Day * 
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am 


the Pape ! the Devil ! 
Ser. Gn eee | 


Fa Si Tiny 
TY ne 


s * 
„ [Pals of Toby's Mank 
1 tp el en in vary dank | 
Tim, Why then in very deed, Sir, 1 
3 8 —— away with 
3 E ed an 
4 Tah. Adſme, Sir, if you wiſh your Wild 
aden me; Til ſaacch off my Friendthe | N 
1 i here, and knock your Brains 1 
' oo | F 
: | « Sir Tim, to Cor. Why, were you the Dog 
4 that was turn'd into Stone, Sir? 
8 0 The very ſame, at your Service, 
1 ö 
ar O, Sir, Love has been Author 1 
Y roger Metamotphoſes, than any in * 
2 " Tia. And pray, Mr. Syrigbih, what 
4 pretty Part are you to act in your turn here? 4 
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